Poems. 

Great Pfintei favorites their faire leaves fnread? 
But as the Marigold at the funs eye. 

And in themfelves their pride lies buriedg 
*or at a frownethey in their glory die. 

The painefull vvarrier famofed for worth* 

After a thoufand vi&ories once foild. 

Is from the booke of honour rafced quite. 

And all the reft forgot for which he toild; 
Then happy J that love and am be Joyed * 
Where I may not remove, nor be removed. 


A dptifuH Mejptge. 

J^Ord of my love, to whom in vaQalaee 
_ Thy merit hath my dutie ftrongly knit: 

To thee l fend this written ambaftaoc 
To witnefie dutie,not to (hew my wit. 

©utie fo grcat,which wit fo poore as mine 
Way make feeme bare, in wanting words to ftew it ; 

^ut that I hope fome good conceit of thine 
In thy foules thought (all naked; will beftow it • 

JTill whatfoever ftar that guides my movinc 
Points on me gracioufty with faire afpe^y 
And puts apparrall on my tottered loving. 

To (how me worthy of their fweet refpeft 
Then may I dare to bond how I doe love thce> 

Till then, not (how my head where thou mail! prove ntfJ 

Gif, 


Po'ems. 


Got attd come quickly 

OOvr hcavie doc I journey ©n the way, 
when what I fecke (my weary travels end) 

Doth teach that eafe and that repofe to fay, 

Thus farre the miles are meafurde from thy friend. 
The beaft thatbeares me, tired with my woe. 

Plods dully on, to be are that weight in me. 

As if by fomc inftind the wretch didknow 
His lidcr lov’d not (peed being made from thee : 
The bloody fpnrre cannot provoke himon, 

That fomc*times anger thrufts into his hide. 

Which heavily he anfwers with a grone, 

IVlore (harpe to me then fpurring to his fide. 

For that fame groane doth put this in my mind. 
My greefc lies onward and my joy behind. 

Thus can my love excufe the (low offence. 

Of my dull bearer, when from thee t fpeed. 

From where thou arc, why Ihould I baft me thence. 
Till I returne of polling is no neede. 

0 what excufe will my poore beaft then find, 
when fwift estremitiecan !etmc but flow, 

1 d I I pUITe ,hou 8 h r unted on the wind , 

In winged fpeed no motion foil 1 1 know, 
nen can no horfe with mydefirekeepe pace, 
Therefore deftte (of perfect lore being made) 
ul neigh no dull flefh in his fiery race. 

But love .tor lo V e,thus flr.all excufe my jade, 

^nce from thee going, he went wilfull flow, 
i owards thee ilc run, and give hint leave to goc. 


